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Associate Publisher’s Note 


Stop. Stop? Stop! 


There is an old cliché, probably 
invented by some pink-shirted 
Democrat, that the tighter you pull 
the reins ona horse, the harder it will 
buck. The implication, of course, is 
that if people are faced with too 
many restrictiverules, they are like- 
ly to rebel. 

Sadly, this warped theology is 
creeping into every small crevice at 
BYU. Just think, women are wearing 
jeans; men are going unshaven and 
sockless with reckless abandon; the 
Peace Corps is recruiting on campus 
(which was forbidden under Presi- 
dent Wilkinson); The Daily Universe 
has defended the right of someone 
not to salute the flag; Miss BYU, once 
the embodiment of feminine virtue, 
has been branded an exploitation of 
women; and the attempt to guard 
against the plague of R-rated video 
parties and coed jacuzzis with off- 
campus R.A.s has been squelched by 
student uprisings. 

It appears that the boys and girls 
of the “B.Y.” are starting to think 
they are adults. They seem to believe 
that there could be moral decisions 
not covered by the Honor Code, 
uplifting entertainment not written 
by Lex de Azevedo, powerful art 
outside the cover of the Ensign. And 


Personals 


¢ Thanks to the four guys who helped me out of the | 
snow three weeks ago on 750 N. 800 E., especially the 
last guy who stayed to help me out the second time. 

—Carolyn. 

To people interested in lacrosse — it has finally 
happened! Teams, both men and women, are official. 
Try out or come to the games to support your favorite 
— Todd 
eKurt, the 12 roses on Feb. 14 were fab. Thanks — 


sport. 
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what's worse, there is this danger- 
ous trend, most likely caused by 
years of fluoridated water and coed 
fencing classes, that the free ex- 
change of ideas might actually lead 
to—dare I say it?—truth. 

Well, since the University seems 
to be failing us in the defense of our 
virtue, we must, as students of the 
B.Y., stand up and deny ourselves 
these things. Carnal desires must be 
subdued. Passions bridled. Lusts 
annihilated. It is time to just say no. 
And of course, this means no to Stu- 
dent Review. 

Even though the administration 
will not allow the Review to officially 
distribute on campus, there seems to 
be this silent opinion among so 
many of the administration that stu- 
dents at the Review might actually be 
learning something, that they might 
be causing people to think, to con- 
sider opinions. How dare they? 

So please, please, if you value 
what is good and wholesome in the 
world, CEASE to read Student Re- 
view. 

And, more important, please 
don’t let this disease spread. Those 
of us who are hooked, who are the 
weakest of the saints and can’t sur- 
vive without our weekly fix of free 


notice. 
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agency, have a moral obligation to 
keep this infection to ourselves, to 
educate the BYU public of the dan- 
gers of diversity and free literary 
expression. 

So if you have the urge to save a 
copy for your roommate, Stop! 

If you feel an impulse to leave a 
copy in the Cougareat, Stop! 

If you are tempted to lay a small 
stack on top of a Daily Universe box, 
in a bathroom, ina campus office or 
department, on top of your car, ona 
scoring table in the bowling alley, 
between the Newsweeks in the barber 
shop, in the Memorial Lounge, by 
the plants in the Library, in the 
Maeser Commons Room, in the 
locker room, or on a bench in the 
Kimball Tower, Stop! Stop! Stop! 

When those in authority fail to 
show us the way, to mark the path 
clearly, we must stand up for our- 
selves and our brethren. So please, 
STOP! 


ASEH 


S. Eric Wilson 


e Thanks to the artists this week for coming through— 
especially Amy Williams who did an extra peice on short 


e Combine three sets of unusual circumstances plus a a 
bad guess, two raw nerves, bad timing, along day, and an 
empty stomach, and get anevening in hell. Cure withtwo 
phone calls, two apologies, one yellow rose, two irises, 
and a big hug the morning after. Let’s all remain calm. 
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Staff Notes 


+ SR needs help with circulation two hours per 
week, call Eric at 377-4569. 

« Connie Moore is Woman of the Week for 
keeping the Art Dept. running smooth while Jeff 
Lee was out of town. 

« Bruce Pritchett is the official current SR 
Scrabble champ. 

« Welcome@ato the staff: Alex-our new re- 
searcher for faculty essays. 


Letters 


Dear Editor: 

Some comments on Eric Wilson’s 
“To Love the Clubby, but Hate the 
Club,” on January 25. As a member 
of a club way back when, from 1956- 
59, and as a past president of that 
group in 1958-59, I’d like to offer a 
little different perspective. 

During my term as president, the 
Wilkinson administration chal- 
lenged the level of Church activity 
among social unit members, claim- 
ing that we were less-active than the 
student body asa whole. The survey 


results showed just the opposite;the ~ 


social units had a higher rate of activ- 
ity. In our unit, at a time when there 
was one stake at BYU, the 60 mem- 
bers in our club included six ward 
Relief Society presidents, two Young 
women’s presidents and a number 
of other church leaders. I served all 
four years as a ward Sunday School 
teacher. 

We had yearly overnight cam- 
pouts at the cabin behind Timp, the 
highlight of which was an inspira- 
tional testimony meeting. During 
those four years, due at least partly 
to the fellowshipping within the 
club, five non-member girls were 
baptized. How is all that inconsis- 
tent with the gospel? 

Also, during that year we ap- 
proached the administration with a 
suggestion that our-ten senior girls 
become the nucleus of a new social 
unit, so that more girls could have 
the experience that we felt was so 
valuable to us. We were turned 
down flat. 

We suggested that we change to 
open enrollment, which had been 
the case in previous years. Again, it 
was the administration that re- 
fused—not the social unit leadership. 
I can’t say what has happened in the 
intervening years, but I know that at 
that time the units were being given 


abad rap, and I thinkit’s past timeto 
set the record straight. 

Surely there were dumb things 
perpetrated by some individuals in’ 
clubs and by some clubs as a group. 
The same is true of groups who are 
not formally organized, too. But 
overall, the experience was very 
positive. Ihaveused theleadership, 
organizational and interpersonal 
skills that I learned in that social - 
unit every year of my life. The 
memories of that group are, for me 
and for most of us, all positive. 

Ican’t say what the “involvement 
clubs” do today. I suspect many of 
them meet legitimate needs for 
many people, and I suspect that if 
you take the time to look carefully 
behind the facade of some who ap- 
pear “snobby and condescending,” 
that you will find some who are 
simply insecure, and some who are 
just plain quiet, reserved and nice_ 
people who are badly misunder- 
stood. 

Is it possible that there is some re- 
verse snobbery here? Are such 
judgments of the members. of 
groups in keeping with the teach- - 
ingsof Christ? Surely maltreatment — 


_of pledges, if it is practiced, is 


wrong, but so is cynicism disguised 
as wit, and harsh judgement of oth- 
ers especially when based oninade- 
quate or incorrect information. 
Thank you, Eric, for providing a 
forum for thoughts which have — 
waited years. 


Margot Seymour 
Clsss of 1959 
Auburn, CA 


Eric disguises wit as cynicism and — 
cynicism as wit. He has not only — 
slammed clubs but grounds crewmen, — 
janitorial crews, and entire fourth floor — 


library staff. 
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~ by Hugh Nibley 


Emeritus Professor of Ancient Studies 


Editor's note: Hugh Nibley delivered 
this commencement address to the 


_ graduating class of 1983, in August of 


that year. We print a necessarily short- 


_ ened version of Hugh Nibley’s address, 


with his permission; a copy of the com- 
plete version may be obtained from Spe- 
cial Collections, on the fourth floor of the 
HBLL, for $0.70. That is the price —not 
the value. 


St. Augustine learned by hard ex- 
perience that you can’t trust revela- 
tion because you can’tcontrolit. The 


Spirit bloweth where it listeth, and’ 


what the Church needed was some- 
thing more available and reliable 
than that, something, he says, com- 
modior et multitudini tutior—"hand- 
ierand more reliableto the public” — 
than revelation or even reason. 

At the beginning of this century 
scholars were strenuously debating 
the momentous transition from Geist 
to Amt, from Spirit to office, from in- 
spiration to ceremony in the leader- 
ship of the Early Church. At this 
time the inspired leader was re- 
placed by the typical city bishop, an 
appointed and elected official— 
ambitious, jealous, calculating, 


‘power-seeking, authoritarian; an 


able politician and a master of public 
relations. At the same time the char- 
ismatic gifts, the spiritual gifts, not to 
be trusted, were replaced by rites 
and ceremonies that could be timed 
and controlled. 


| ee vs. MANAGEMENT 


What took place in the Greco- 
Roman as inthe Christian world was 
that fatal shift from leadership to man- 
agement that marks the decline and 


fall of civilizations. 


Leaders are movers and shakers, 
original, inventive, unpredictable, 
imaginative, full of surprises that 
discomfit the enemy in war and the 


_ main office in peace. For managers 


are safe and conservative, .predict- 
able, conforming organization men 
and team players, dedicated to the 


establishment. 


The leader, forexample, hasa pas- 
sion for equality. We think of great 
generals from David and Alexander 
ondown, sharing their beans or maza 


_ with their men, calling them by their 
- first names, marching along with 


them in the heat, sleeping on the 


_ ground, and first over the wall. 


For the manager, on the other 
hand, the idea of equality is repug- 
nant and indeed counter-produc- 


_ tive. Where promotion, perks, privi- 


lege, and power are the name of the 


_ game, awe and reverence for rank is 
everything, the inspiration and mo- 
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eaders and Pe. 


tivation of all good men. Where 
would management be without the 
inflexible paper processing, dress 
standards, attention to proper social, 
political, and religious affiliation, 
vigilant watch over habits and atti- 
tudes, and so forth, that gratify the 
stockholders and satisfy Security? 
“If you love me,” said the Greatest 
of all leaders, “you will keep my 
commandments.” “If you know 
what is good for me,” says the man- 
ager, “you will keep my command- 
ments, and not make waves.” That is 
why the rise of management always 
marks the decline of culture. If the 
management does not go for Bach, 
very well, there will be no Bach inthe 
meeting; if management favors vile, 
sentimental doggerel verse extolling 
the qualities that make for success, 
young people everywhere will be 
spouting long trade-journal jingles 
from the stand; if the management's 
taste in art is what will sell—trite, 
insipid, folksy kitsch—that is what 
we will get; if management finds 


-maudlin, saccharine commercials 


appealing, that is what the public 
will get; if management must reflect 
the corporate image in tasteless, 
trendy new buildings, down come 
the fine old pioneer monuments. 

Leadership, however, is an escape 
from mediocrity. The qualities of 
leadership are the same in all fields, 
the leader being simply the one who 
set the highest example; and to do 
that and open the way to greater 
light and knowledge, the leader 
must break the mold. “A ship in port 
is safe,” says Captain Hopper, 
speaking of management; “but that 
is not what ships were built for.” 
True leaders are inspiring because 
they are inspired, caught up in a 
higher purpose, devoid of personal 
ambition, idealistic, and incorrupt- 
ible. 


S OME LEADERS 


That Joseph Smith is beyond 
compare the greatest leader of mod- 
ern times is a proposition that needs 
no comment. Brigham Young re- 
called that many of the brethren 
considered themselves better man- 
agers than Joseph and were often 
upset by his economic naivete. 
Brigham was certainly a better man- 
ager than the Prophet (or anybody 
else, for that matter), and heknewit, 
yet healways deferred to and unfail- 
ingly followed Brother Joseph all the 
way while urging others to do the 
same, because he knew only too well 
how small is the wisdom of men 
compared to the wisdom of God. 


“ 
Y., CAN HAVE ANYTHING IN THIS 


WORLD FOR MONEY.” 
What makes money manageable 


is that it is pure number; by convert- 
ing all values to numbers, every- 
thing can be fed into the computer 
and handled with ease and effi- 
ciency. “How much?” becomes the 
only question we need to ask. The 
manager “knows the price of every- 
thing, and the value of nothing” 
(Oscar Wilde, Lady Windermere's 
Fan, act 3), because for him, the value 
is the price. 

My solid and stalwart priest quo- 
rum group leader was recently vis- 
ited by a young returned mission- 
ary. He came selling insurance. 
Cashing in on his training in the mis- 
sion field, the fellow assured the 
brother that he knew that he had the 
right policy for him just as he knew 
the gospel was true. Whereupon my 
friend, without further ado, ordered 
him out of the house. For one witha 
testimony should hold it sacred and 
not sell it for money. The things of 
the world and the things of eternity 
cannot be thus conveniently con- 
joined, and it is because many 
peopleare finding this out today that 
Iam constrained at this time to speak 
on this unpopular theme. 


° 
Avon THE LATTER-DAY “ARM OF 


FLesH” 

Heretofore the trouble has been 
the repugnance the student (usually 
a graduate) has felt at entering one 
line of work while he or she would 
greatly prefer another. But what can 
they do? “If you leave my employ,” 
says the manager, “what will be- 
come of you?” But today it is not 
boredom or disillusionment, but 
conscience that raises the problem: 
To “seek ye first financial independ- 
ence and all other thing shall be 
added,” is recognized as a rank per- 
version of the scriptures and an im- 
moral inversion of values. 

I have never heard of artists, as- 
tronomers, naturalists, poets, ath- 
letes, musicians, scholars, or even 
politicians coming together in high- 
priced institutes, therapy groups, 
lecture series, outreach programs, or 
clinics to get themselves psyched up 
by GO!GO!GO! slogans, moralizing 
cliches, or the spiritual exercises of a 
careful dialectic, to give themselves 
what is called a “wealth mindset.” 
Those who have something to give 
to humanity revel in their work and 
do not have to rationalize, advertise, 
or evangelize to make themselves 
feel good about what they are doing. 

In my latest class a graduating 
honors student in business manage- 
ment wrote this—the assignment 
was to compare oneself with some 
character in the Pearl of Great Price, 
and he quite seriously chose Cain: 


Many times I wonder if many of my 
desires are too self-centered. Cain was 


after personal gain. He knew the impact 
of his decision to kill Abel. Now, Ido not 
ignore God and make murderous pacts 
with Satan; however, I desire to get gain. 
Unfortunately, my desire to succeed in 
business is not necessarily to help the 
Lord's kingdom grow [a refreshing bit of 
honesty]. Maybe I am pessimistic, but I 
feel that few businessmen have actually 
dedicated themselves to the furthering of 
the Church without first desiring per- 
sonal gratification. Asa business major, 
I wonder about the ethics of business— 
“chargeas muchas possible for a product 
which was made by someone else who 
was paid as little as possible. You live on 
the difference.” As a businessman will I 
be living on someone's industry and not 
my own? Will I be contributing to soci- 
ety, or will I receive something for noth- 
ing, as did Cain? While being honest, 
these are difficult questions for me. 


Most of you are here today only 
because you believe that this cha- 
rade will help you get ahead in the 
world. We have been swept up ina 
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total dedication to “the economy,” 
which like the massive mudslides 
of our Wasatch Front, is rapidly en- 
gulfing and suffocating every- 
thing. If President Kimball is 
“frightened and appalled” by what 
he sees, I can do no better than to 
conclude with his words: “We must 
leave off the worship of modern- 
day idolsanda reliance onthe “arm 
of flesh,” for the Lord has said to all 
the world in our day, “I will not 
spare any that remain in Babylon’”” 
(‘The False Gods We Worship,” 
Ensign, July 1976, p.6). And Baby- 
lon is where we are. 

In a forgotten time, before the 
Spirit was exchanged for the office 
and inspired leadership for ambi- 
tious management, these robes 
were designed to represent with- 
drawal from the things of this 
world—as the Temple robes still 
do. That we may become more 
fully aware of the real significance 
of both is my prayer in the name of 
Jesus Christ. Amen. 


French Revolution Essay Contest 


Topic; "Have the Arts and Sciences Contributed to 
Moral Progress in the Twentieth Century?" 


Deadline: March 20th, 1989. All entries should be 
sent to the Department of French and Italian. 
All full-time undergraduate students at BYU are 


eligible. 
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Entries should be in French or English, typed, 
double-spaced, and no more than 300 words. The cover 
sheet should include a pseudonym but not your real 
name. Your real name should be included with your 
address and SS# in an envelope with your pseudonym 


on the outside. 


Fantastic prizes to be announced. 
For more information call 378-2542. 
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Checking Out the Placement Center 


by Jill Walker 

“So, you want a job?” the obese, 
cigarette-smoking 7-11 Manager 
asks me. 

“Yes sir,” I answer in a shaky 
voice. 

“A Bachelor of Arts in History. 
Well, I guess that’s good enough 
background to make Slurpees.” 

I sit dumbfounded as a twinkle 
appears in his eye when he describes 
the mundane tasks I am condemned 
to perform untilage65. The thought 
makes my face turn white and my 
stomach churn. My prospective em- 
ployer notices my changing expres- 
sion and doesn’t like it—he lets me 
know in words that good Mormons 
don’t usually repeat. 

I wake up screaming, and think, 
“But I don’t want to be a teacher! I 
don’t want to sell insurance! I don’t 
want to work at 7-11 to see the day 
they begin selling clothes!” My 
roommate shakes me back into real- 
ity and tells meit’s only a nightmare. 
Quietly, yet fervently, I make a vow: 
“As God is my witness, I will never 
wear a polyester smock again!” 

The next morning as I walk 
through the doors of the Placement 
Center (D-240 ASB) and approach a 
long, wooden counter, a friendly 
woman rises to help me. I am flab- 
bergasted. She’s asking meif shecan 
be of help? I had always thought it 
was the other way around with the 
ASB bureaucracy. 

After coming out of shock, I tell 
theladythatI am looking fora job for 
after graduation. After asking my 
graduation date and major, she tells 
me I need to register with the Place- 
ment Center. Immediately imagine 
having to sign away my third child 
(financial aid got the first two). Once 
again, however, my fears are eased 
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as this gentle woman tells me all I 
need to do is fill out a data sheet, 
whichis basically a resume, and then 
enter it on their computer system. 

“What happens to me after I regis- 
ter?” | ask ina hesitant voice. Again 
thenice lady explains that now I may 
interview with any company who 
comes to campusand is interested in 
my major and my qualifications. 
“Some of these companies,” she in- 
forms me, “include IBM, Boeing, JC 
Penney, Arthur Andersen, Ford 
Motor and Procter and Gamble.” 

“How do I find out when these 
companies are coming and what 
kind of major they want?” To my 
surprise, I do not have to get up at 
4:00 in the morning, go to the Marri- 
ott Center and wait for my number 
to be picked; rather, the Placement 
Center posts company names and 
their requirements on yellow sheets 
on bulletin boards all over campus. 
These locations include the HFAC 
by the red “Love” on the second 
floor, the first floor of the Tanner 
Building, and the bulletin board 
across from the stamp machines in 
the Wilkinson Center. 

She also informs me that each of 
the major colleges, liberal arts, busi- 
ness and engineering, etc., has a 
placement coordinator. Without 
hesitation I make an appointment to 
see Darlene Kelly, the liberal arts 
coordinator. 

The next Wednesday after lunch I 
find myself greeted by a distin- 
guished-looking woman in a blue 
suit. After inviting me into her office 
sheasks me what exactly I want todo 
with my major. With confidence I 
tell her that I had discovered, with 
the help of the Career Center in the 
Kimball Tower and my College 
Advisement Center, the type of 
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companies and the geographic loca- 
tion I would like to work in: in my 
case, the government. 

After praising me for actually 
knowing what I want to do with my 
degree, she tells me that liberal arts 
majors are not like business and 
engineering majors who are offered 
a major percentage of the jobs. Thus, 
she encourages me to obtain practi- 
cal work experience in my field. For 
example, numerous opportunities 
exist through co-operative educa- 
tion, the Washington Seminar and 
various internship opportunities. 
By using these opportunities I will 
become more marketable. 

“Where do I find out about ihese 
opportunities?” I query. Mrs. Kelly, 
proceeds to answer my question by 
taking me to various resources 
within the Placement Center library. 
Further, she tells me of the Co-op 
Office located in A-242 ASB, and 
explains that co-op’s give students 
credits as well as minimal pay, 
whereas Internships give students 
only pay and no credit. 

After locating several internship 
opportunities that I am qualified for, 
I confess to Mrs. Kelly that I have 
never written a real resume or letter 
of application. With mother-like 
patience, she gives me a menagerie 
of hand-outs and information con- 
cerning the workshops the Place- 
ment Center offers in resume writ- 
ing, interviewing, following-up, and 
so on. 

As] leave the Placement Center, I 
cannot help but feel good. Not only 
have I lived true to my vow of es- 
chewing polyester, I have also dis- 
covered that real people exist in the 
ASB, people who can help me with 
my future career. 
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Career Advice from a 


Headhunter 


by Gary Barton 


Editor's note: Mr. Barton is a “headhunter”—not the tribal kind, but rather 
someone who finds professionals to fill his clients’ job openings. Gary is also our 
Heather's father. 


Asa student, life couldn’t be any better. You have agreed ona school to 
attend, all your tough decisions are behind you, and you are safely tucked 
away until graduation. Enjoy your college years. No reason to think about 
employment because that is years away. 

Wrong. 

’ Collegeis the timeto choosea career. During the first years you havetime 
to modify your educational program to suit your chosen career. All too 
soon, however, you will be unable to move ina different direction and will 
be totally committed to the program you have selected. So begin now to 
decide what you want to do for the next several years. Certainly, this is a 
big decision. : 

Many of you may be asking, “Where should I begin? I took a course in 
geology and really enjoyed it. MaybeI should become a geologist. Better 
yet, the last course I took in accounting was a blast. Perhaps, I would be 
better suited to become an accountant.” Certainly these thoughts are useful 
in deciding on a career, but they are only a small part of the decision. There 
are many other considerations that you must take into account. 

First, your career should be something that you enjoy. I can’t thing of 
anything more sad than people who don’t enjoy their careers. You will 
spend one-third of every day for possibly the next forty years at your job, 
and if you don’t enjoy it, you probably won’t be successful. Thus, it is im- 
portant for you to step back from your busy schedule and conduct a 
personal assessment of yourself so that you can make the right choice. 

During this assessment it is important to be honest with yourself. You 
are playing for high stakes. To begin with, think of those things which you 
have enjoyed most in life. These activities can come from your academic, 
personal, spiritual, and business life. It is not important where they come 
from, but it is important they be identified. 

T once met a nurse who was getting ready to make a career change. She 
had been in nursing for 15 years and was ready to do something else. After 
going through her self-assessment, she realized she had a strong interest 
and ability in interior decorating. After much thought and deliberation, she 
set up an interior decorating service for the medical profession. This 
woman combined her interests and experiences into a very successful 
business. Today, the business has grown, and she couldn’t be happier with 
her profession. She took control of her life and did something about it. 


You havethis same opportunity to select acareer thatis right for you. You 
need only to identify that field and prepare properly for it. 

Second, after completing your personal assessment, you need to deter- 
mine where this set of interests, desires, and abilities can best be used in the 
business world. To accomplish this, it will be necessary to talk to individu- 
als that have had experience in the business community. You may want to 
start with your parents and then begin expanding this network to others: 
friends, professors, professional societies, and leaders in selected compa- 
nies. 

From these individuals you will begin to get a better feel for what it takes 
to be successful in a given field. As you start you may not have any idea of 
what you want to do. But after listening to a partner for a Big 8 accounting 
firm, a chief executive officer, or a radio broadcaster, you may begin to 
realize that your interests lie in the area of computer consulting to the ~ 
business community. As you begin to move toward that realization, 
increase the number of contacts youhavein that field. Talkto as may people 
as you possibly can that have some knowledge in that area. It is important 
to get answers to questions such as these: ? 

-What is it that you like about this business? 

-What is it that you dislike about this business? 

- -What attributes do you need to be successful in this field? 

-How quickly can you get ahead in this field? 

-How much time do you have to put in? 

-How much money can you make? 

There are no right or wrong answers. But it is important that questions 
like these be asked and that your personal assessment characteristics be 
matched to these questions. As you expand your network, you will begin 
to focusonthejobthatis right for you. You will eliminatethe risk of learning 
in your senior year that you want to pursue a career in sales and marketing 
while having spent the last four years learning about the sciences. . 

[have spoken with many college students who are reluctant to approach 
people in business. Don’t be. If you contact them in a courteous and 
professional manner, you will find that they are more than willing to- 
provide the time and encouragement you may be looking for. One way to 
improve your chances of getting through to people in business is by per- 
sonal referrals. 

Finally, becreative, and you will find that befor long; you will be in front 
of the person who can share with you some of his/her personal experi- 
ences. An excellent time to take advantage of this is during vacations. 
Without the daily pressures of school, you will be able to examine more — 
objectively the field that someday should provide you long-term success 
and happiness. 
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ANUS LIFE 


by K. Voss 
Provo, Utah 


Youth is the time for vacations, 
garden parties, long gloves and 
witty conversation with Oscar 
Wilde. Not working. But since | 
need a great deal of money and no 
one thus far has offered me any 


i 


money to vacation or have garden 
parties, it seems that I need a job. 
That’s how things work in America. 


I’m sure many people find fulfill- 
ment in working. I wouldn’t know. 
I never get past the job interview. 


Over the past couple of years I 
have had the pleasure of seeking em- 
ployment, and consequently endur- 
ing horrific job interviews. Mostly I 
just thought job interviews were un- 


pleasant. I have come to find, how- 
ever, that they areridiculous and de- 
serve to be mocked. 


Anything wonderful or unique 
that is part of your person must be 
squelched. There are things you 
simply cannot be. No playful person 
I ever know was offered a job. You 
shouldn’t say you were born to 
dance. You shouldn’t be metaphori- 
cal or wear dashing hats. (O! to wear 
dashing hats.) Nor should you carry 
a leather haversack. And this cer- 
tainly isn’t the time to display your 
remarkable gift for mimicry. Dog 
jokes usually don’t make a very 
good impression, either. You can’t 
really unleash yourself in any way. 
This, of course, is why meand David 
Letterman [sic ] tend not to have a 
very good time at job interviews. 


Barbie and Ken get jobs. I'don’t. 


Now then, I’m pretty mucha con- 
versationalist and will converse 
about anything, but for some wacky 
reason | get to a job interview and | 
suddenly have zero personality. I 
used to feel really defeated about 
this, but since I have been at college 
and developed certain analytical 
skills I have deduced that it’s not me 
at all—it’s those questions! 


They always want to know why 
you want the job. You naturally 
want the job to get lots of money, and 
everyone in America knows that, 
butdo yousay it? No, you talk about 
mankind and serving and how you 


can love this place. Therefore you 


can say that job interviews make 
people into liars. 


Then they want you to tell them 
why you are qualified. I, forone,am 
not accustomed to offering embel- 
lished soliloquies about myself, yet 
this seems like what everyone ex- 
pects you to do. Somebody already 
thought up the United Nations and 
floppy discs! What's left? But to win 
at this game it becomes necessary to 
fabricate your ordinary life into a 
succession of feats of grandeur. 


he American Way 


Soon you find, quite to your cha- 
grin, that you have metamorphosed 
into an expert in everything. You 
hear yourself saying incredible 
things. Everything you've done, all 
the stupid jobs, take on a colossal sig- 
nificance. “Oh, yes,” you chirp, 
“when I was the cash register super- 
visor at Piggley Wiggley’s Fast 
French Fry House I applied many ad- 
vanced marketing techniques that 
bolstered business and fostered cus- 
tomer relations!” Meanwhile, you 
don’t even know what a marketing 
technique is. And on top of that 
you're a dynamo with computers, 
technical writing, foreign languages 
and Slavic peoples! 


The problem is that you are mas- 
querading. You know it and the man 
with the big checkbook sitting behind 
that desk of assessment knows it too. 
But he toys with you. And you just sit 
there with a dopey smile on your face 
trying to figure out what to do with 
your hands. 


The crux of it allis that you want the 
job regardless of the fact that it in- 
volves compromises and lackluster 
fashion statements. Or you at least 
want to be offered the job. This pro- 
vides an itchy contradiction in your 
life, analogous to falling in love with 
someone who is- no good for you. 
And once you have it (the job), you've 
won, and it’s over. The bad part is 
that after the the rapture of securing 
the job, you have to come back and 
start toiling, which—aside from 
being a terrible anticlimax—tleads to 
the impossible first day of work... 


K. Voss works for Word Perfect, and is 
happier now. We reprinted this essay 
from her collection, “For a Good Time.” 
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DON'T WAIT ANY LONGER 
BT 


Avoid the last minute rush to have your 
car serviced for that long trip home! 
Call us now for an appointment. 


IMPORT 
AUTO 
CENTER 


800 S. University 
374-8881 


Foreign Cars... our 
specialty not a sideline 
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APARTMENTS 


Make The Mountains 
Your Backyard 


° Heated Pool 
° Year-Round Jacuzzi 
¢ Clubhouse R 
¢ Laundry Facilities YB 
¢ Free Cable T.V. j 
¢ Basketball, Volleyball And 

Barbeque Areas 


° Newly Remodeled 

¢ Acres of Green Lawn 
¢ New Microwaves 

° Large Storage Units 
° Oak Kitchen Cabinets 
¢ Dishwashers 


Call Us . 
373-9723 
or Visit 
450 North 1130 East 


- Sign up now 
so you're not 


left out 


\ "Youll Love Our Life Style!" 
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Activities Cancelled 


Outgoing BYUSA President Mark Crockett 
recently announced that in addition to Miss 
BYU, all competitive athletic, dramatic, and 
scholastic events are being cancelled at the Y. 


Said Crockett, “I was reading Doctrine and 
Covenants 121:35 which states ‘their hearts are 
set so much upon the things of the world, and 
(they) aspire to the honors of men’ when I 
thought to myself, “If a WAC championship 
isn’t an honor of men, what is?” The BYUSA 
president said a committee, chosen from 
among his close friends and BYUSA col- 
leagues, voted unanimously to support his 
decision. 


President Jeffrey Holland, a BYU football and 
basketball season ticket holder, said that like 
abolishing the Miss BYU pagent, this latest 
move came as a surprise to him. A college 
spokesperson, who asked to remain anony- 
mous commented “My heck, what is BYUSA 
going to come up with next? Are they going to 
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For Inquiring Minds 


ban all dating on the grounds that it could lead 
to immorality?” Crockett replied that a 
BYUSA committee of two is looking into the 
suggestion. 


Clark Denied Speaking Engagement 


The “Hey-Haw” star Roy Clark was denied 
permission to speak to a group of BYU music 
students on grounds that he had abandoned 
his poor handicapped daughter, Sue Marie. 
As Sue Marie alleges in this week’s National 
Inquirer “He don’t give mea cent a that ‘Hey- 
Haw’ money anymore.” The slightly over- 
weight Sue Marie was in her tiny Nashville 
apartment eating her last “hungry man” TV 
dinner exclaiming, “Roy should know that it’s 
damn hard to cook anything but these frozen 
dinners in a wheelchair, just ‘cause I’m thirty- 
one doen’t mean he can cut me off.” A Music 
Department insider said, “we just cannot con- 
done the kind of cruelty Clark has shown 
towards Sue Marie, despite his talents and her 
indolence.” It is rumored that Marty Robbins 
is being booked to speak in Clark’s place ina 
speech entitled, “What to do in Rosie’s Can- 
tina.” 


WOLFF = 
JUST 
RELAMPED 


across 
from the 
palace 


Night $1 off with current student |.D. 


Friday: 
High School Night 


$2 off before 10:00 


Saturday : 
e 


$2 off before 10:00 


- 5 
PITTI 


374-9272 901 NORTH 900 EAST » PROVO, UTAH 
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Unidentified Lyrics 


Stepping out to Angellucci’s formy with money 


coffee beans 

Checking out the movies and the 
magazines 

Waitress she watches me crossing 
from the Barrocco Bar 

I’m getting a pickup for my steel 
guitar 

l saw you walking out Shaftesbury 
Avenue 

Excuse me for talking ] wanna 
marry you 

This is seventh heaven street to me 
Don’t be so proud 

Your’re just another angel in the 
crowd 

And I’m walking in the wild west 
end ; 
Walking with your wild best friend 


_ And my conductress on the 
number nineteen 

She was a honey 

Pink toenails and hands all dirty 


GO FOR THE 
ADVENTURE 


AT 


WATER 
WORLD 
DIVERS 


Greasy hair and easy smile 

Made me feel nineteen for a while 
And I went down to Chinatown 
In the backroom it’s a man’s world 
All the money go down 

Duck inside the doorway, duck to 
eat 

You and me we can’t beat 


And a gogo dancing girl yes | saw 
her 
The deejay he here’s Mandy for 
ya 
I feel alright to see her 
But she’s paid to do that stuff 
She’s dancing high I move on by 
The close ups can get rough 
When your walking in the wild 
west end 

Last weeks lyrics were from Billy 
Bragg's first album entitled “Life's a 
riot with spy vs. spy." The song was 
the pretty girl buys beauty. 


Thursday, March 2, 1989 
11 am. in the Varsity Theater 
A BYUSA Directed Forum 
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THE GREAT SALT LAKE 


GUITAR /O. 


Pick from top brands 
such as: 

MARTIN, TAYLOR, 
& YAMAHA 


Discount Prices 


Also available; 
Lessons, Strings, 
& Accessories 


Custom building fine acoustic instruments since 1979 


Stephen R. Covey 


Principle-Centered Leadership: 
How You Can Make a Difference 


~ 3 Six Easy Lessons 


et Only $99.95, 
pr Safe & Fun 


VULTURE IS: 


AVARICE 


Haven’t you always. really easy!” He was sur- 


eR Year-Round Sport 


Classes Start 
March 13 ADVANCED 
MARCH 21 
MARCH 28 


oR 1546 S. State St. Orem 


— wanted to become filthy 
rich by using people? Just 
ask Biff Jeffreys, who 
cleared $300,000 last sum- 
mer with Vulture. He did 
exceptionally well, but our 

irst year associates aver- 

age $125,000 in 15 weeks. 
Listen to what Biff has to 

say about his experience: 


“Gosh! I never thought I 
had any aptitude for high- 
pressure sales, but it was 


prised at how simple it was 
to become rich. Next sum- 
mer Biff plans to return. He 
says he won't be satisfied 
with anything less than a 
cool half-million! 

Biff feels his Vulture ex- 
perience will help him 
achieve his goal of becom- 
ing a multi-millionaire by 
the time he’s thirty. 

Join Biff next summer. 
Learn to be obnoxious and 
overbearing. Hone your 
intimidation and manipu- 
Jation skills. 

Apply now, and make a 
killing! 


VuLTurE MARKETING 
44 West CENTER 
Provo, UTAH 84601 
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Vision, Counsel, and Creative Commitment: 


On Making Decisions 


Kurt Schulzke graduated from BYU 
with a master’s degree in accounting ,in 
April, 1986. -He is currentlya CPA with 
Price Waterhouse in Atlanta, Georgia, 
where he lives with his wife, Corrine and 
their two daughters, Natasia and Liesl. 


by Kurt Schulzke 
Atlanta, Georgia 

As the evening traffic crawled 
away from Atlanta’s glittering 
Galleria business park the other 
night, my thoughts wandered back 
over the three years since we left 
BYU. Those final months before 
graduation were a confusing period, 
as my wife, Corinne, and I struggled 
to decide what to do with our lives 
when we finished school in the 
Spring of 1986. 

Location was an especially sticky 
question, because in. the Western 
LDS tradition our families lived 
almost exclusively in the California- 
Nevada-Utah Mormon Triangle. 
With both sets of in-laws awaiting 
the arrival of their first grandchild 
(only coincidentally our first child), 
the pressure to stay in the West was 
intense. After weeks of analysis, 
emotional telephone calls, and 
prayer, we cast our lot with a large 
accounting firm located in, of all 
places, Altlanta, Georgia. 

Spring of 1986 found us fresh out 
of the School of Management. 
Corinne was six months pregnant 
and we were virtually penniless. 
After packing our belongings on a 
truck, we pointed our aging ’74 
Cutlass southeast and headed across 
the country. 

Now, from the lofty pinnacle of 
perspective that three years affords, 
Corinne and | are pleased with our 
decision. At the time that we faced 
the decision, however, I remember 
wishing for a checklist or formula 
that would guarantee that our deci- 
sion would be correct. At the time, 
we actually formulated such a 
checklist to numerically compare 
the three or four most likely areas 
and firms, and then, in the end, we 
chose the numerical loser as our 
home. 

Not everyoneis so lucky. Unfortu- 
nately, the gospel guidelines which 
ensure lasting spiritual happiness 
do not remove the risks and uncer- 
tainty inherent in a mortal environ- 
ment. If youlive all of the command- 
ments to perfection, you may still 
lose your job, be cheated by a part- 
ner, go hungry, or die young. 

But despite such uncertainties we 
can, through wise planning and 
execution, minimize externalities. In 
life, as in sports, good teams create 
their own breaks, and numerous 
historical figures who prospered 
against great odds bear testimony of 
this. 

Few of us are asked to manage 
organizations or solve crises as im- 
posing as those that faced such lead- 
ers as George Washington or Joseph 
Smith, but, even if the decision is 
only choosing a career, the decision- 
making principles revealed in their 
lives are valid for us. In studying 
such examples, I discern three com- 
ponents of good decision-making, 
which I call vision, counsel, and 
creative commitment. 


1) Vision. The single most striking 
characteristic of these people was 
their vision. They always kept the 
“big picture” in mind. Each had a 
vivid mental picture of his objectives 
and the ability to use that picture to 
move his peers to action. 

Likewise, we need to défine our 
vision of our desired lifestyle. How 
do I picture myself 15 years from 
now? Do! want flexible hours or a 
structured schedule? Am] willing to 
work 60 or 70 hour weeks for high 
wages, or would I trade less money 
for more time with the family? DoI 
want to be my own boss, or have 
someone else bear the ownership 
risks and headaches? 

Whatever our overriding objec- 
tives may be, vision should weigh 
heavily in each decision. Once I’ve 
pondered my vision thoroughly, I 
write it out. This crystallizes think- 
ing and makes it easier to make eve- 
ryday decisions fit the context of the 
big picture. 

2) Counsel. Counsel in this sense 
means gathering facts, interpreting 
their ramifications, and seeking reli- 
able advice. Discussing our ideas 
with trusted friends and associates 
clarifies our thinking and enlists the 
support of others. Someone once 
asked, “HowcanI know what! think 
until] hear what say?” Peer review 
forces us to marshall the facts and ra- 
tionally evaluate our dreams in the 
light of objective analysis. In seeking 
advice, it is also wise to involve Him 
whose name is Counselor. The best 
decisions are made after careful con- 
sideration of the facts on the basis of 
intuition and inspired feelings. 

3) Creative Commitment. Imagine 
yourself as Joseph on your way to 
slavery in Egypt, or as Washington, 
contemplating the starved and fro- 
zen condition of his homesick 
troops. Imagine how Joseph Smith 
felt as he viewed the formidable 
voidable barriers to civilization that 
were the Illinois swamps at Nauvoo. 
None of these people were handed 
success on a silver platter, but they 
looked their circumstances inthe eye 
and then imaginatively applied their 
scanty resources to the task at hand. 

Sometimes we struggle to make 
the right decision when we should 
be making a decision right. More 
than one course of action may be 
right, and some decisions become 
good over time through effort. Wait 
for all the ducks to get in a row, and 
you may be waiting a long time. 
Somehow I can’t picture General 
Washington saying to his aides, 

“Well, guys, I hope things are better 
next Christmas.” Those faced with 
similar dilemmas need to measure 
the task, count their resources, dig in 
with enthusiasm, and not look back. 
Hard work and dedication often are 
the difference between a good deci- 
sion and a bad one. 

As the world becomes increas- 
ingly complex, the options available 
at every juncture seem to multiply. I 
mentioned above that Corinne and I 
were looking for some sort of infal- 
lible cosmic checklist, but never 
found it. i don't imagine the sugges- 
tions above my constitute such a 
checklist, but they area good placeto 
start. 
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Mr. Zoobie Goes to Washington 


A 1988 graduate of the J. Reuben 
Clark Law School, David Harmer likes 
to point out that the school is actually 
named for J. Reuben Clark Jr., but no- 
body wants to call it the J. Reuben Clark 
Junior Law School. Harmer currently 
serves as Minority Counsel for the Sub- 
committee on Patents, copyrights, and 
Trademarks of the Committee on the 
Judiciary of the U.S. Senate. In a few 
years, he will begin making money in the 
private sector. 


by David Harmer 
Washington, D.C. 


“The campus is our world,” stu- 
dents joke at BYU. But if you think 
Provo is provincial, you should see 
Washington D.C.. So blithely 
unaware are Washingtonians of the 
land beyond the beltway that they 
apparently consider this the “most 
important city in the world” (an oft- 
heard phrase). Signs emblazoned 
with the mayor’s signature pro- 
claim, “Welcometo Washington—A 
Capital City.” 

Give mea break. In the first place, 
every dolt knows that Redondo 
Beach is the most important city in 
the world. And just what do they 
mean by capital? The capital (i.e., 
financial capital) of America, is, of 
course, Tokyo. Perhaps the signs are 
supposed to possess a double mean- 
ing. 

If capital is instead used in the 
sense of splendid or nifty, the signsare 
still misleading. There area few nice 


parks and monuments, granted, but 
traffic is awful, the streets are dirty, 
the humidity ranges from 98 to 102 
percent, homicides are continuous, 
taxes are high, themayor is on drugs, 
the biggest local paper is Pravda 
West (a.k.a. The Washington Post), 
most of the vaunted federal build- 
ings look clumsy, heavy, and op- 
pressive (appropriately), and a 
power car is a Dodge Diplomat with 
a driver. 

The welcome signs may use “capi- 
tal” in its original sense, which for 
the benefit of any business majors in 
the audience means “head” (from 
the Latin capitalis, whence we de- 
rive, e.g., decapitate). Impartial 
observers like this reporter, how- 
ever, are more likely to associate the 
city with other portions of the hu- 
man anatomy. Even biased observ- 


ers are constrained to acknowledge ° 


the legitimacy of this view when 
exposed to the exhalations of such 
denizens as the Hon. Tony Coelho. 
Ever been trapped by an earnest 

_ boreata party? That’s Washington. 
Whatever the topic du jour is, it 
must be discussed. Once all the 
“pundits” have said the same thing 
about it in their columns and TV 
interviews and a few Congressmen 


have issued self-adulating press 


releases, the next topic is on the 
table. First this year it was raising 
taxes; now it’s something called 
“ethics.” This is particularly risible, 
since “enter to learn, go forth to 


earn” describes Washington far 
better than BYU. Congress is en- 
deavoring to outlaw this practice, 
insofar as possible, for all federal 


_employees other than congress- 


men. ; 
Washington may be the capitol 
city, since the government says so, 
but it is hardly a capital city. Peoria 
on the Potomac might be a good 
description, were that not an un- 
conscionable insult to Peoria, 
which shares Washington’s lack of 
distinction but not its lack of humil- 
ity. Washington is basically a 
bunch of clunky-looking buildings 
along an agglomeration of un- 
evenly-paved potholes in oddly- 
intersecting streets following a map 
designed by the drunken French- 
man Pierre L’Enfant (Pete the Kid), 
who selected his routes by superim- 
posing a wagon wheel on an un- 
even grid and tossing on a few di- 


_agonals for good measure. 


“Capital?” Perhaps this misno- 
mer is merely one more instance of 
Washingtonians’ notorious pen-_ 
chant for hyperbole. They call frost 
“snow” here and shut down the 
government whenever any such 
snow appears on the ground in the 
morning. Lamentably, someone’ 
always starts it back up again. 

“The most important city in the 
world?” Charitable souls view 
such misplaced self-adulation with 
pity. The rest of us, however, may © 
snicker. 
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Mrs. Dad Brings Home the Bacon 


| SR art by Nathan Augustine 


by Marla Smith-Bates 


I have a confession. I am a BYU 
graduate, I donot cook, [cannot sew, 
and I have never taken a child devel- 
opment course. These things really 
don’t bother me because my hus- 
band cooks, sews and raises our- 
daughter while I go to the office and 
earn money to feed and clothe the 
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@ Honors and General Education with 


three of us. 

I realized that I was not your run of 
the mill co-ed the year my room- 
mates had me ejected from the apart- 
ment complex. They told me it was 
the flat top, but I think they were 
tired of making excuses for why 
their weird roommate lived on fro- 
zen vegetables, canned goods, and 
didn’t scam on guys by baking. They 


apy 


Present © 


us Lila Stuart and Jeffrey Shumway 
| in a lecture/recital on Robert Shumann's song cycle: 
Die Frauenliebe und-leben 
March 2, 1989, 7:30 pm., Coray Room (rm. 321) Karl G. Maeser Building 


never could understand why I 
wouldn't date the same guy more 
than three times a week and was not 
interested in the search for an eternal 
mate. My roommates never met my 
mother. 

I came to BYU to escape my 
mother and to get an education. My 
mother got married, dropped out of 
school, and had eight children. She 
understands basic math and knows 
how to teach reading to toddlers. 
She hasn’t the faintest idea of what 
imaginary rootsare, or howto talkto 
anyone over the age of nine. I was 
always worried that | would grow 
up to be just like her. 

My freshman year at the Y, I hada 
class froma very wise professor who 
had an even wiser wife. She helped 
me to realize that standing on your 
own feet is important not just be- 
cause “something may happen to 
your husband,” but to gather a 
greater measure of intelligence 
while in this mortal probation. 

My intellectual growth should not 
stagnate because] get married. Any- 
one who ignores their own personal 
development is denying a woman’s 
divine nature. Any woman who 
stops seeking knowledge once she 
begins her family is selling herself 
short both here and in the hereafter. 

Women need to assert them- 
selves;so many are comfortable with 
having others make their decisions. 


The Christian Science Monitor 


Those women will often wonder 
how to handle repairmen and crisis 
situations. Take last week at my 
place for example: the dog threw up, 
the baby had an ear infection, the 
Marine Corps had possession of my 
husband’s body, and I was sick. 
Knowing how to make padded pic- 
ture frames in this case would not 
have helped. 

I was raised that my husband’s 
word would be law and it should not 


“be questioned. I have since learned 


that being supportive means saying 
"no" occasionally, and that at times, I 
need to lead, and my husband needs 
to be supportive of me. 

My husband and I each have our 
strengths. I handle money and or- 
ganizing payments well. He makes 
a wonderful Black Forest Cake (his 
last cake sold at the ward auction for 
$10 over the black and white TV). 

Ihave another confession. I enjoy 
my job and I don’t wish that I could 
stay home with my daughter. Don’t 
take me wrong, | love Elizabeth 
dearly, but she’s at the stage where 
everything within reach goes into 
her mouth. I have seriously consid- 
ered changing her name to Hoover. 

She’s also discovered that if you 
pull on the fuzzy stuff the puppy 
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wears, he makes noise. She only bit 
the dog once and I have to commend 
the dog for not biting back. 

I am glad that we waited to have 
children. I was 22 when my 
daughter was born and though that 
is still early to be having kids, I am 
glad that I’m not 21 with a toddler 
and an infant (or that I’m not 37 with 
a 16 and 17 year old.) 

Back to enjoying my job. My offi- 
cial title is Auditing supervisor and 
Stop-Loss Coordinator. I check to 
make sure insurance claims are 
processed correctly. (So much fora 
degree in English with a minor in 
philosophy and psychology.) I en- 
joy the responsibility of knowing 
that the $54,000 check for the prema- 
ture baby at Utah Valley hospital 
will not leave the office unless I 
stamp my approval on it. Working 
in this field, I don’t see how young 
couples afford to have kids without — 
having medical insurance. Obstetri- 
cal costs alone are $2,000 and even 
higher if a C-Section is required. 

I appreciate how supportive my 
husband is about everything. 
Frankly, I don’t know where he finds 
the energy to do everything he does. 
While I’m at the office, he tends 
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When you order a 16” 2-item or 
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Sales tax included. 
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A Cub Reporter Wires Home 


Dan edited Student Review last 
year, and he still has his ideals. 


by Dan Nielson 
Charlotte: N.C. 


The cradle rocked. The bough 
broke. And there I was careening 
from my cloistered crib into the 
gaping maw of the real world. 

Until last September I had been 
nestled in the bosom of the Rocky 
Mountains. Ihad my mommy. I had 
BYU (which wanted to be my 
mommy). And when I didn’t have 
them I had missionary compan- 
ions—quasi-mommies in their own 
right. I was safe. 

But safety wasn’t enough. “I’m 
gonna seek my fortune in the 
world,” I thought, and took a job 
with Knight-Ridder Inc. at The Char- 
lotte Observer. 

The Observer immediately sent me 
to the news bureau in Gastonia, 
Charlotte's biggest satellitecity. The 
folks in Gastonia are real. Many 


residents drive American pickups 
with gun racks mounted inside the 
rear windows. 


They cruise the 


town’s main drag. They chew, spit, 
and belch. 

They don’t wear paisley. 

But most people in Gaston County 
pray a lot and help their neighbors. 
They like to hear about what’s good 
in the world. They’re a lot like 
people in Provo, only a tad friend- 
lier. 


My first assignment was to cover 
a kick-boxing exhibition at a local 
high school. 

Kick-boxing—that’s where 
people not only pound on each 
other’s faces, but kick each other 
until they bleed. 

Sensitive husband that I am, I took 
Jennifer, thinking she might like a 
night out. They gave us the press 
seats at ring-side. One of the judges 
who sat next to us asked Jennifer if 
she would like to join a mud-wres- 
tling team. Before too long, two little 
dudes—about eight years old— 
came out and beat each other 
bloody. Then two bigger guys did 
the same, and then two guys bigger 
than them. It didn’t stop. 
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As the blood flowed freer and 
limbs and noses broke occasionally, 
the crowd screamed louder. This 
was better than all-pro wrestling. 
This was real. 

A while later I covered a part ofa 
murder trial. 

A white guy who allegedly 
peddled drugs was accused of mur- 
dering a black guy who allegedly 
took drugs. Only this black guy was 
also a police informant and had told 
a state investigator about the white 
guy’s freebase enterprise. 

The white guy was not happy. A 
few years later, after the dealing 
count was cleared, he went to visit 
the black guy, called him racist 
names, reminded him of the inci- 
dent, and shot him inthe head. Point 
blank. 

Simple open and shut case, right? 

Wrong! The defendant’s lawyer 
struck several people from the jury 
pool—including everyone who was 
black, educated, or who thought 
taking drugs was a bad idea. 

He said that his client was visiting 
his “friend” and was playing a prac- 
tical joke—the fatal shot from the .45 
was just a prank gone awry. His 
client was awfully sorry. Really. 

This line of defense got the guy off 
with a manslaughter conviction. 
Two weeks later he was out of the 
county pen on work release. But 
instead of working, he cruised 
around Gastonia on his Harley. 

I also. covered a story in a nearby 
town where a sheriff's deputy 
plugged a guy with slugs from his 
pistol—seven times. The county 
sheriff's department reportedly had 
a history of brutality. And the cir- 


cumstances surrounding the shoot- 
ing were suspiciously unclear. 

The day after theshooting, I talked 
to the family of the dead man at the 
mortuary. 

His mother didn’t say much, but 
cried a lot. 

His brother clenched and un- 
clenched his fists as he paced the 
room. “These cops are always beat- 
ing up on guys, and now they killed 
my brother. Wecan‘tdo nothin’,and 
the cops ain’t gonna do nothin’ ei- 
ther.” he said. 

“Why did they have to shoot him 
seven times?” asked the nine- 
months pregnant widow of the vic- 
tim. 

“| don’t know,” I said sensitively, 
“but its my job to find out.” 

I never did. And neither did the 
state investigator. There were no. 
reliable witnesses to the shooting. 

The deputy was back on duty the 
next day. 

Whilea few of the experiences I’ve 
had here in Gaston County, like 
those mentioned, are rather shock- 
ing, most have been good, and all of 
them real. : 


THE FAR SIDE 


“You know, Russell, you’re a great torturer. 
| mean, you can make a man scream for 
mercy in nothing flat ... but boy, you 
sure can’t make a good cup of coffee.” 
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I've spent wonderful hours talk- 
ing to folks in small towns about 
nothing and everything. Some are 
poor and uneducated. But they are 
real, warm, and accepting. 

They wonder why people are 
hungry, why America’s youth seem 
distant, why violence goes un- 
checked. They feel and care. 

The hours I’ve spent talking with — 
kids in the schools have been mar- 
velous. Some of the kids have diffi- 
cult, and even painful, family lives, 
but all of them maintain a childish - 
innocence and wonder of the world. - 
Most are creative and talented. All 
have grand dreams and plans. 

Some kids have even invented 
their own language.. Their favorite 
word is flabbershimmy—a dance for 
800-pounders. They even demon- 
strated it for me. Its like a cross 
between Chubby Checker’s twist 
and Nell Carter doing aerobics. 

I even covered a high school foot- 
ball game between cross-town ri- 
vals. The regular photographer had 
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Cub from page 10 


an emergency assignment, so 
we gave Jennifer a camera 
and told her to point it and 
shoot. She did a great job. 
For me, the game was the 
crowd. We saw a man on the 
sidelines in a wheelchair. 
When I talked to him I found 
out that his son was playing in 
the game. And this was the 
first game the father had been 
able to attend. 
The son scored the winning 


_ Bacon from page 9 
Elizabeth, attends class, does 
the laundry, prepares the 
most fantastic dinners and 
runs a photography business. 
He's also the scoutmaster in 
our stake and is preparing a 
fifty mile hike this summer. 

My husband assures me 
that once he graduates, I 
won't have to work full time 
anymore. Instead, I'll finish 
my master’s degree and vol- 
unteer my time to various 
charitable organizations. I'll 
even spend time teaching my 
daughter important things 
like writing, horseback rid- 
ing, and how to prepare fora 
mission. But if she wants to 


learn how to cook or sew, 
she'll have to ask her dad. 


For people who wear clothes 


Shorts, shirts, and skirts as 
low as $5.00 


837m 800 east provo above kinko’s 375-4752 


and the only touchdown of 
the game. Half the town now 
worships the kid. 

Thekid worships his father. 

The real world is mostly a lot 
of fun. But it's a mixed bag— 
full of amazingly diverse and 
complicated problems. The 
only sad thing is that I could 
have discovered reality better 
in Provo. 

People go hungry in Happy 
Valley too. Provo’s rapes are 
just as brutal. Utah’s racism is 
just as hideous. And drugs 
are just as pervasive in the 
valley’s high schools. 


My friends and acquain- 
tances at BYU undoubtedly 
suffered from depression and 
disillusionment. 

I mostly didn’t notice any- 
thing that happened outside 
my crib. I barely noticed my 
own internal value conflicts 
and dilemmas. 

I wanted to face the real 
world after college, when it 


- didn’t threaten me in my own 


tree top. That was a mistake. 

My cradle rocked a long 
time before I left Provo. But I 
was too busy clinging to the 
sides. 


NEED ROOM 
FOR ALL 
YOUR STUFF? 


a _ 


mon-sat 12:00-8:00 
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WORLD-WIDE 
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Now Accepting Applications for 
Spring / Summer & Fall / Winter 


@ CENTENNIAL II 374-8441 450N. 1000 E. 
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FRIDAY NIGHT LIVE 


MARCH 3, 1989 


8:30p.m.-1:00a.m.: 
in the Wilkinson Center 


Activities: 
- Airbands (presale tickets) 
- Dating Game 
- Laser Tag (ID required) 
- Twister 
- Win, Lose or Draw 
- Dance 
- Food 
- Club Booths 


As always, BYU standards will be observed. 
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by Spencer Dixon 
A, A RECENT General Confer- - 


jae at N ight 


by Lee Mortensen 


I juggle oranges at three in the 
morning. I pace. Icheck heads witha 
flashlight. Sometimes the heads talk 
back to me and tell me I look like 
someone they know even though it 
is dark and I can only see noses and 
feet. They ask if they can listen to 
Poison. 

They ask for cough drops. They 
tell meto turn off my flashlight. They 
snore. One of them has an electric 
guitar. Its metal strings shine every 
time I open the door, and so I check 
it when I check the heads. It never 
moves or asks me for anything. 
Sometimes there are birthday bal- 
loons that pop out the door when I 
open it, but I just punch them out of 


From the ‘very penaine | th 
baroque era in the midst of ari 


rWaEaT Wert. 
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the way and shine my flashlight 
around, looking for flesh, wonder- 
ing if my bachelors degree helps me 
flash my light more efficiently, with 
more intelligence. 

Six of us carry radios in case one of 
the heads tries to run away. We sit 
on couches in six different buildings 
for eight hours when even the Orem 
Police are asleep. We watch other 
people lying comfortably in beds. 
We say goodbye to the day staff, 
knowing they will be in REM sleep 
in half an hour. We watch the clock 
and count. 

“Only six more hours,” Pam says 
over the radio. 

We try to stay awake. Carrie 
sneezes over the radio and reads us 
the definition of words like “am- 
nesty.” 


and intrigue. The plot follows th twis Si 
of a very old King) acrepting tl the itten 


elopement, ey and, finally, reconcilia 
exciting dramatic elements of love, royalty, id! 
death, life; all this plus a surprise ending 

The music is charming. Accompanied by 
group alone is well worth a trip to the 


score, originally something like 


formed as transcribed by musicologi 


“| like your sweater,” she says, a 
small body waving from the build- 
ing on the other side of the parking 
lot. She tells us about removing the 
wax from her ear. 

Martha says her toenail is ready to 
fall off. She kills her radio every 
night with monologues about which 
lights in her hallway are burned out 
and which doorknobs are too loose 
and which heads are snoring the 
loudest. 

Pam reads us a recipe for her soft 
cookies. Rhonda reads us a beauty 
tip from Cosmopolitan. And truckers 
going by on I-15 can hear us. 

We watch out the windows. We 
watch the wind blow until the trees 
outside bend, and listen to it come 
into the buildings as if they didn’t 
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BYU Traditions 


ence the First Presidency of the 
Church emphasized the need for 
traditions in the home. I believe it 
was President Hinckley who coun- 
seled members to create family tra- 
ditions, no matter how trivial. His 
basic message was to use family tra- 
ditions as a building block for to- 
getherness. 

A few years ago President Hol- 
land offered the same counsel to 
BYU students during the annual 
President’s Devotional. He empha- 
sized the need for traditions at BYU 
and used some entertaining audio- 
visual media to bring home the 
point. : 

So what have we done about it? 
We've had counsel from our spiri- 
tual and educational leaders regard- 
ing the need for traditions, but have 
we done anything about it? Tradi- 
tions. Well, that usually takes a big 
group or at least a big effort. I first 
looked to my university leaders to 
provide traditions. I should have 
known they‘d disappoint me. 

My first positive experience at 
BYU wasat the traditional freshman 
orientation dances. Those three 
nights of non-stop dancing, socializ- 


ing, and scamming, well, that was. 


living! I was only a freshman, but I 
was glad that BYU had a positive 
tradition like those annual rites of 
autumn. A few years later, ASBYU 
(with the help of some key adminis- 
trators) decided the dances were not 
proper events for orientation week 
because they gave students a false 
impression of life at BYU. The fa- 
mous “Harvard of the West” atti- 
tude cancelled this tradition. No 
more orientation dances. 

Years ago, the freshman class was 
required to assist with another BYU 
tradition, whitewashing the “Y” 
each year. Environmentalists 
cancelled this tradition. The annual 


‘hike up “Y” Mountain caused un- 


necessary erosion and damage to 
this sacred Nebo. Therefore, the 
University arranged for the cement- 
ing of a permanent block “Y” which 


would surely last through the . 


Millenium. 

The cement “Y” wouldn’t need 
the annual whitewashing, saving 
the environment. It only took half a 
million cubic yards of low grade 
cement to preserve the pristine con- 
dition of “Y” Mountain and destroy 
another BYU tradition. 

I’m sure that everyone is familiar 
with the Miss BYU controversy. This 
tradition was stupidly cancelled. In 
several news articles, a former 
ASBYU president stated that swim- 
suit competitions (meaning the Miss 
BYU pageant) were not in harmony 
with the values or mission statement 
of BYU. Did someone tell this guy 
that there wasn’t a swimsuit compe- 
tition in the pageant? No, the ad- 
ministration simply approved the 
decision, and now BYU doesn’t 
have a homecoming queen. We do 
havea group of students of the year. 
What a swell idea. 

After looking over these ex- 
amples, Ican’t help feeling that BYU 
has let me down in the traditions 
department. So I decided that to 
fulfil my tradition-deficiency, | 
needed to stop looking for outside 
help. It was up to me to create my 
own unique traditions. | ‘started 
small, but soon I had some great 
collegetraditions going. Here’sa list 
of my favorite self-inflicted BYU 
traditions: 

1. Eating pizza in the library dur- 
ing finals. 

2. The annual laugh-fest courtesy ~ 
of the Daily Universe “We-won-pres- - 
tigious-awards-again-this-year” ar- 


_ ticle. 


. 3. Using the sample colognes i in 
the Bookstore daily. 5 

4. Refusing to attend “Christmas 
Around the World” each year. ) 

5. Napping every Sunday after- _ 
noon. é 

6. Watching David Letterman in 
your underwear at least twice each | 
week. 

7. Taking two classes each year 
that meet concurrently, and not at- 
tending either of them. 

8. Sleeping on the floor in the “no 
sleeping room” in HBLL. 

9. Giving freshmen wrong direc- 
tions whenever possible. 

10. Attending the annual Student 
Review Halloween Road Rally. 

11. Sneaking people into locked _ 
buildings through the tunnels dur- 
ing devotionals. 

12. Conducting my own personal 
“Sub for Santa” collection each year. | 

13. Explaining the Adam-God 
theory to recent converts whenever 
possible. 

14. Dropping classes if they have 
any tests in the Grant Building. 

15. Making fun of anyone who 
cruises Center Street after 8:00 P.M. 

See how fun it is? Now! challenge 
you to find your own traditions 
while at college. I promise that 
you'll feel a sense of inner peaceand 
fulfillment that is like no other. 


Spencer was heavily involved with 
the Review before graduating. Now — 
he's just involved. 
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Trash, the-final frontier. 
This are the voyages of the waste 
‘disposal truck. 

Its ongoing mission, to pick up 
strange new 
trash, to seek out new smells and 
advanced 
_ plastic containers, to boldly go 
where no man 
_ would ever want to go! 


g 
M. INTRODUCTION to the final 


_ frontier began with a simple phone 
call before Christmas break. The 
caller was my over-enthusiastic fa- 
ther informing me of a great job op- 
portunity available over the vaca- 
tion. He asked me if I wanted to take 
‘it. 


2 


“Sure,” I replied. 

“Good,” answered my thoughtful 
parent, “Because I signed you up for 
5 it. “u“ 

How bad could it be? I thought. 
Littledid I know. I was about toenter 
the final frontier. 
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_ by Jon Deal 
In the small, rural town of New- 
ton, Mississippi, there is a place that 
. Shall always remain burned on my 
brain as a place of torment and dis- 
_ gust. From the outsideit looks rather 
innocuous, but the inside is filled 
with horrors beyond the imagina- 
tion. It is a grocery store. Even the 
name, “Sally Sunflower,” is mislead- 
ing. One would think that a simple 
grocery store with a name like Sally 
_ Sunflower could not cause anyone a 
great deal of trauma, but I say again 
that the horrors and atrocities defy 
reason and sanity. 
1 was employed as a “materials 
_ distributor” and “materials man- 
agement expert.” In other words I 
_ wasabag boyand stock clerk. Idon’t 
_ think I would have taken the job if 
’ Newton, Mississippi had had an 
ample supply of work. Or if I had 
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Mississipp1 


“Anown exactly what thejob entailed. 


The voyages began at 4:00 each 
morning at trash headquarters. 
There I found a veritable army of 
trash trucks and their drivers, pre- 
paring forthe day ahead. On my first 
morning, I realized that I was the 
only female. The other drivers also 
noticed. I was immediately ques- 


Usually I just had to unload sup- 
ply trucks that came every other day, 
bag groceries, and take them to cars. 
Sounds easy, but try doing all three 
things at the same time. 

One day they asked me to sweep 
the parking lot. [almost laughed out 
loud until I realized that my boss 
was serious. He then clarified him- 
self by saying that he only wanted 
the front part of the lot done. I still 
gave him a look that conveyed my 
dismay at being asked to even sweep 
any part of any parking lot. 

So, I got out there, and I swept like 


crazy while trying to avoid the larger- 


oil spots that plagued the spaces. 
Then this lady pulled her Oldsmo- 
tank into the space that I was sweep- 
ing. Mind you, while my busy 
broom and I were still occupying the 
space. I could’ve shot her without a 


) 
tioned as to what I needed. “I need 
money, so I’m here for the job,” I 
said. 

This statement was answered by 
an abundance of snickering and 
comments like “She'll never last the 
day,” and “She better not be on my 
truck.” It was not a happy moment 


Bagboy Blues 
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second thought if I weren’t such a 
nice person. 

Part of the job of stock clerk meant 
that I had to keep the shelves in 
order. 
known as “blocking.” Basically, I 
had to pull the merchandise that had 
not been sold to the front of the shelf 
so it could be seen and hopefully 
sold. My boss explained in his thick 
Southern drawl that if folks couldn’t 
see what they were buying then they 
wouldn’t buy it. An amazing grasp 
of the obvious. 

Baby food is the stock clerk’s 
nightmare. Nowadays most stores 
put the junk in baskets. At our store 


we had to have the stuff neatly . 


stacked. Those little bottles can give 
you a neurosis quicker than Math 
113. I used to agonize for hours 
down that row until I came out a 
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This involved a_ process. 


Trash—The Final Frontier 


for me, but I figured if a man could 
do it, so could I. 

My presence did not stop every- 
one from their usual discussions. It 
seemed an hour each morning was 
spentin manly gossip: who was with 
whom, who left whom, and best 
finds among the trash. 

After the morning gossip, it was 
time to hit the road, move’em out, or 
whatever you would call thirty blue 
trash trucks invading the highways 
at 5:00 a.m. 

Before I could go, I had to make it 
into the truck cab. This is difficult for 
a short person without a running 
start. I learned the hard way, falling 
twice trying to reach the bottom 
step. When | finally made it, | imme- 
diately noticed the luxuries. 

First, there were the padded 
bucket seats of an indiscriminant 


‘color. These seats had springs show- 


ing through, in all the right places. 
Next were the seatbelts, if you dared 
to look for them, which involved 
reaching into the unknown, risking 
contact with unidentified objects. It 
probably was safer not to bother 
with seatbelts. 

I can’t forget the scenic view. Out 
the back, a gorgeous view of the 
lovely garbage being smashed. Out 
the front, looking at the world 
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through the drippings from the 
dumpsters. Beautiful. 

Riding in a garbage truck takes a 
few important skills. You need a 
built-in compass to find your way 
back. After a while, the back alleys 
and dumpsters all look the same. If 
you got confused, you’d never make 
it back to headquarters. No more 
gossip. 

You need to remember all the dif- 
ferent handles used on the C.B. 
Don’t confuse “Bubba” for John in- 
stead of Tom. 

Most important ofallis the regula- 
tion of body functions. It could be 
miles and miles from one pick-up to 
the nearest restroom. If you can’t 
control yourself, you're out of luck. 
It is impossible to become a trash 
driver without this skill. 

By now, some of you struggling 
students are probably interested in 
this profession. You will be happy to 
know that there is no college degree 
in trash truck driving. If you have 
whatit takes, there is nothing to hold 
you back. You can boldly go where 
no man (or woman) would ever 
want to go twice. 


Heather has lived in the dorms since 
returning from the final frontier. 


have walls. We watch deer walk along the sidewalk, making small 
dents in the snow. We watch the yellow cat run down the porchofeach 
building twice a night. Sometimes it stops in front of my window to 
lookat me. | tap at the glass, hoping like all humans thatit will “meow” 
or smile or jump up on the window ledge. But this cat always runs, a 


yellow dart under the neon. 


Sometimes the heads I check talk, and I have to tell them to stop 


talking and go to bed. 
“We are in bed,” they say. 


“Let me be more specific,” I say. 


“We're just meditating,” they say. There are giggles. 

“Then meditate without your mouths,” I say. I feel like I have no 
right to tell these heads what to do or even to watch them while they 
sleep. It seems like such a private thing, like walking inon someonein 


a bathroom stall. 


Ihave no right to tell them “No.” I only want to say, “Yes. Turn the 
lights on. Listen to Guns ‘n Roses. Have a party.” But all can dois say 
“No,” and shine my Pree around, and juggle fruit so I don’t fall 


asleep. 


Lee writes marvelous fiction, somewhat reminiscent of this essay. 


GET INVOLVED WITH THE STUDENT REVIEW. HAVE A 
GREAT TIME, MEET SOME INTRIGUING PEOPLE, GET 
SOME PRACTICAL SKILLS IN DESKTOP PUBLISHING, 
EDITING, WRITING , LAYOUT, PASTEUP, AND PER- 
SONALITY DISORDERS. CALL 377-2980 RIGHT NOW! 


Blues from previous page 
quivering mass of Jell-o. 

Many times customers would 
expect customized bagging of their 
groceries. They would start to give 
me instructions on how to bag their 
stuff. I would try not tolaughas they 
explained to me the importance of 
keeping the food segregated. You 
know, the frozen and cold items in 
one plastic bag, the boxed things 
together, and with the rest Icould do 
as I liked. I laughed, but then real- 
ized that this segregation was proba- 
bly directly related to many of the 
racial problems that plague Missis- 
sippi. I would usually play stupid 
for as long as I could without pro- 
voking anyone and bag the junk as I 
pleased. In my humble opinion, the 
place was segregated enough with- 
out separating food. 

There were very few safe subjects 
for discussion while delivering gro- 
ceries to the people’s cars. The favor- 
ite was the weather and the general 
heat that permeated everything. 
After the weather came the state of a 
co-worker’s haircut. He had gotten 
a hybrid Mohawk that was about the 
most daring thing that small town 
had seen since the invention of the 
cotton gin. 

The old ladies used to have a hay 
day with it. They rarely approached 
him about it but for somereason they 
belived that I, a mere bag boy, could 
have some effect on the style. As if 
by mentioning itand complaining to 
me would have the magical effect of 
making it grow into something that 

they could handle. 

After it grew out a bit they just 
stuck to the weather. 

My main beef with the place was 

that there was definitely a class dis- 
tinction between checkers and bag 
boys. Bag boys were overworked 
peons. Checkers were quintessen- 
tial ladies, never stooping so low as 
to bag groceries or even touch a 
broom. What about ERA and stuff 
like that? 
_ One checker in particular had 
impossibly green eyes that blazed 
like those fake emeralds advertised 
on TV. I asked her one day if she 
wore tinted contacts and the beast 
lied. “Why no,” she said prettily, 
with her best Southern belle airhead 
voice, “what makes you say that?” 
She was incredibly beautiful, but 
annoying enough to make Job blow 
a fuse. 

She was beautiful, knew it and 
loved to flauntit. Plus if lever asked 
her out she would laugh her conde- 
scending laugh right in my face. But 
then girls with impossibly green 
eyes have never been my type so 
there was no problem. 

As time passed I realized that the 
life of a bag boy was not for me. The 
mindlessness of the work and the 
minimum wage pay helped me to 
come to this conclusion. My last day 
at work, of course, ended up being 
the worst. Two hours before I was to 
leave forever, I was almost fired for 
“giving the boss lip” and an irate 
checker was ready to take my head 

off for negligently not bagging afew 
8roceries that I was sure she could 
handle. She would have too, those 
back woods Mississippi women can 
get awful mean. 


Jon isn't looking for a bagboy job. 
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looks In 
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ia Free with coupon ! 
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* Get a deep conditioning treatment on 

«the house. That includes a scalp 

: massage, shampoo, treatment, and style. 

; Call for an appointment. One coupen pee foe 


Stave Bach & Band 


Thursday, March 9 


8 pm. in the 
Memorial Lounge 


Tickets available at 
the Music Ticket Office, 
(HFAC) 


$3.00 Students, $5.00 Public 


March'1, 1989°°*' 


LITERARY ISSUE 


Remember, in next week's Review, 
our literary issue. Lee Mortensen, 
who wrote about juggling orange 
week, is doing the selection, so 


I 


Banquet/ Fashion Show/ 


1 _@ 
The booths will be open Tuesday through 
Friday, from 9 am to 5 pm, and represent 
cultures from around the world. 


Banquet: Thursday, March 2nd, 
7:30 to 10:00 pm, cost $5.00 
Fashion Show Only: 9 pm, cost $1.00 
This will be a semi-formal dinner followed 
by a show that includes fashions and 
performances from around the world. 


Tickets are available in Varsity Ticket Office 


Time: Friday, March 3rd, 9 pm. 
Most clubs will be involved and there will 
be a dance. 


<< 


Time: Saturday, March 4th, from 8 pm to : 
10 pm in the Main Ballroom 
An international affair for everyone. 


For additional information, call Vernon at 
the International Office (378-2843) or Duane 
at BYUSA (378-2130) 


LS 


e 
e 
Sponsored by the International Students 
Office and BYUSA. BYUSA 


Theatre Guide 


| Pioneer Memorial Theatre, 300 S. University, SLC, 

| plays Mon.-Sat., 8:00 p.m., Tickets: $8.00-$16.50, 581- 

{ 6961. 

| Hale Center Theatre, 2801 South Main, SLC, plays 

|| Mon., Thurs.-Sat., 8:00 p.m., Tickets: Mon. $4.00, Thurs. 
| $5.00, Fri, & Sat. $6.00, 484-9257 

|| Salt Lake Repertory Theatre (City Rep) 148 S. Main, 
1 SLC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: $4.00-$10.00, 532-6000 

|| Valley Center Playhouse, Lindon, 780 N. 200 E.., Fri., 

| Sat. & Mon., 8:00 p.m., Tickets: $3.00 w/I.D., 785-2217 

|] Symphony Hall, 123 W. South Temple, SLC, all 

|} concerts 8:00 p.m., Tickets: $9.00-$27.00, Student 

11 $4.00, 533-6407 ° 

Capitol Theatre, 50 W. 200 S., SLC, Tickets: 533-6494 


Ballet West, 50 W. 200 S., SLC, Wed.-Sat., Mon., 7:30 
‘| p.m., Sat. Matinee 2: ve p.m., Tickets: $9.00-$36.00, 

|] 533-5555 

Provo Tabernacle, 50 S. University, Provo, 373-3706 


Backstage Dinner Theatre, 65 N. University Ave., 
: Dinner 6:00 p.m., Theatre 7:30 p.m., Tickets: $15.00, 
|] 377-6905 

|| The Egyptian Theatre, Main Street, Park City, 8:00 p.m., 
‘| Tickets: $8.00, 649-9371 


Wednesday, March 1 


_ Lecture: 

__ tionors Module: Norma Davis on “Women and the Arts: The Turn of the 
Century,” 6:00 p.m., 211 MSRB 

3 International Executive Lecture Series, “International Competition: Has the 
¥ U.S. Lost the Battle?” Roger E. Shields, 7:30 p.m., 710 TNRB 
Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
/wil.D., 378-7447 

Music: 

“L’Ormindo,” a Cavalli opera, Margetts Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 
$4.00 wil.D., 378-7444 

Utah Valley Choral Society, ‘The Peaceable Kigdom,” and other Randall 
Thompson works, Provo Tabernacle, 8:00 p.m. 

: Faculty Saxaphonist Ray Smith, 7:30 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, 
‘Free! 

Student Vocal Recital, Jennifer Jarvis, 7:30 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, 


International Cinema: 

Lecture on “The Seven Samurai,” 3:15 p.m. 

“The Seven Samurai,” 3:45 p.m. 

“Dersu Uzala,” 7:30 p.m. 

Dance: 

Dance in Concert, 7:30 p.m., Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, Tickets: 
54.00 w/ 1.D., 378-7447 


Thursday, March 2 


‘Honors Module: John F. Hall on “Virgil's Aeneid and Augustan Propa- 
da in Literature and Art,” 6:00 p.m., 241 MSRB 
Sak Yak: Parking Lot Peeves and Problems--voice them to representa- 
tir mes of the BYU Traffic office, noon in the Cougar-Eats 
eatre: 
est Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de dang Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
, 378-7447 
Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 
Mystery of Edwin Drood,” Egyptian Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
uSIC: 
lindo,” a Cavalli opera, Margetts Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 


00 wi. D., 378-7444 
Piano Recital, Toshiko Baldwin, 7:30 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, 


ALC Ht 


Film: 

International Cinema: 

“The Story of Adele H.” 3:15 p.m. 

“The Seven Samurai,” 5:15 p.m. 

“The 400 Blows,” 9:00 p.m. 

Dance: 

Dance in Concert, 7:30 p.m., Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, Tickets: 
$4.00 w/ |.D., 378-7447 


Friday, March 3 

Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
w.D., 378-7447 

“The Mystery of Edwin Drood,” Egyptian Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 

“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 8:00 p.m. 
“Man of La Mancha,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 6:00 p.m. 
Film: 

International Cinema: 

“Dersu Uzala,” 3:15 p.m. 

“Adele H.” 5:30 p.m. 

“400 Blows,” 7:50 p.m. 

“The Story of Adele H.” 9:50 p.m. 

Film Society, 214 Crabtree Tech. Bidg. 

“To Catch a Thief’ 

7:00 & 9:30 p.m., $1.00 wi/l.D. 


Music: 


“LOrmindo,” a Cavalli opera, Margetts Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 


$4.00 wi/l.D., 378-7444 


Utah Symphony, Smetana, Prokofiev, & Dvorak, Symphony Hall, 8:00 p.m. 
Student Flute Recital, Marilee McGettigan, 7:30 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, 


HFAC, Free! 

Temple Square Concert Series, U of U Concert Chorale, 7:30 p.m., 
Assembly Hall 

“Those Guys,” Backstage, 10:00 - 1:00 p.m. 

Dance: 

Dance in Concert, 7:30 p.m., Pardee Drama Theatre, HFAC, Tickets: 
$4.00 w/I.D., 378-7447 


Saturday, March 4 


Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
wi.D., 378-7447 

“The Mystery of Edwin Drood,” Egyptian Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 

“Man of La Mancha,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 6:00 p.m. 


“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 

“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 8:00 p.m. 
Film: 

Film Society, 214 Crabtree Tech. Bldg. 

“To Catch a Thief” 

7:00 & 9:30 p.m., $1.00 w/I.D. 


Music: 
“L'Ormindo,” a Cavalli opera, Margetts Thoalts, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 
$4.00 wil.D., 378-7444 


Utah Symphony, Smetana, Prokofiev, & Dvorak, Symphony Hall, 8:00 p.m. 


Student Cello Recital, Sandra Garrard, Madsen Recital Hall, 7:30 p.m., 
HFAC, Free! 

Temple Square Concert Series, BYU Concert Choir, 7:30 p.m., Assembly 
Hall 

“Those Guys,” Backstage, 10:00 - 1:00 p.m. 

Film: 

International Cinema: 

“The Seven Samurai,” 1:15 p.m. 

“Dersu Uzala,” 5:00 p.m. 

“The Story of Adele H.” 7:35 p.m. 

“400 Blows,” 9:35 p.m. 

Dance: 

Dance in Concert, 7:30 p.m., Pardoe Drama Theatre, HFAC, Tickets: 
$4.00 w/ |.D., 378-7447 


Page 15 
Sunday, March 5 ei 
Fireside: 

17 Stake Fireside, Elder Marvin J. Ashton, Marriott Center, 7:30 p.m. 
Honors Sidefire, John W. Welch on "King Benjamin's Speech: an Epitome 
of the Book of Mormon," 9:00 p.m. or right after the above fireside, 321 
Maeser Building 


Monday, March 6 

Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 4:00 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
wil.D., 378-7447 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 

“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 8:00 p.m. 


Tuesday, March 7 


Lecture: 

Honors Module: Norbert H. O. Duckwitz on “Aristotle's Poetics and 
Sophocles’ Oedipus the King,” 6:00 p.m., 241 MSRB 

Family Living Lecture, “The Black Family in the Social Environment,” 7:30 


p.m., ELWC Ballroom 

Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
wil.D., 378-7447 

Music: 

Faculty Jazz Quartet, Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 
$2.00 w/l.D., 378-7444 


Wednesday, March 8 


Lecture: 
Honors Module: Norma Davis on “Women and the Arts: The Turn of the 


Century,” 6:00 p.m., 211 MSRB 


Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
wil.D., 378-7447 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 


Music: 

Temple Square Concert Series, BYU Chamber Orchestra, 7:30 p.m., 
Assembly Hall 

Student Flute Recital, Kristine Parker, 7:30 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, 


-__ HFAC, Free! 


Another Student Flute Recital! Becky Elston, 9:00 p.m., Madsen Recital 
Hall, HFAC 

Dance: 

Children's Dance Company, 7:30 p.m., 185 RB, Tickets at the door 


Thursday, March 9 


Lecture: 
Honors Module: John F. Hall on “Virgil's Aeneid and Augustan Propa- 


ganda in Literature and Art,” 6; :00 p.m., 241 MSRB 


Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 
wi.D., 378-7447 

“The Mystery of Edwin Drood,” Egyptian Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 


Music: 
Steven Bach Jazz Concert, 7:30 p.m., ELWC Memorial Lounge, $3.00 
Faculty Clarinet Recital, David Randall, 7:30 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, 


HFAC, Free! 


Dance: 
Children's Dance Company, 7:30 p.m., 185 RB, Tickets at the door 


Film Bar 

Scera Theater: 

745 S. State Orem 225-2560 
March 1-9, $4.00: 

“Jean de Florette,” 7:00 p.m. 
“Manon of the Spring,” 9:15 p.m. 
Cinema in Your Face: 

45 W. 300 South SLC, 364-3647 
Feb. 24-Mar. 2: 

“Dial ‘M’ for Murder,” 5:15 p.m. 
Blue Mouse Theater: 

260 E. 100 S. 364-3471 

March 1-7: 
“Dragon Chow, 
March 8-14: 
“wings of Desire,” 5:30 & 8:00 p.m. 


” 5:15, 7:00 & 8:45 p.m. 


¢ 
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Tehran, IRAN 

The Ayatollah Khomeni has called for the death of Salman Rushdie 
for writing The Satanic Verses. The Ayatollah’s statement caused 
Great Britian and 11 other Common Market countries to call home 


Manila, PHILIPPINES 

Communist rebels ambushed a military convoy—one of the 
bloodiest clashes this year. Eleven soldiers were killed and 
three wounded in the conflict, while eight rebels died, 
Troops have been placed on full alert due to rumors of a 
coup. 


WORLD IN REVIEW 


compiled by 
Heather Barton and Shaun Sintay 


their ambassadors from Tehran. Iran responded by pulling its 
diplomats from all the European Economic Community nations. 
Khomeni declared Rushdie's book to be blasphemous to Islam. 


London, GREAT BRITAIN 
Many Britons fear that Prime 
Minister Thatcher's plans to reform 
the National Health Service will 
mean the end of free health care. 

As part of a continuing effort to lead 
Britain from a welfare state to a free- 
market economy, Thatcher plans to 
allow some state-run hospitals to 
form self-governing trusts that can 
hire outside staff and set their own 
prices. 


Beijing, CHINA : 

The first nuclear waste dumps in 
China are planned in prepara- 
tion for the building of nuclear . 
power plants. A 300-megawatt . 
plant will begin operations next 
year in Zhejiang. Radioactive’ 


waste, primarily from the 
military, has until now been 
stored in temporary facilities. 


Colombo, SRI LANKA . 

In the first parlimentary elections | 
since1978, 65% of eligible 

voters cast ballots, despite 
violence and threats from 
Sinhalese and Tamil extremists. 
In a series of protests, terrorists 
killed 38 people; and police \ 
killed seven Sinhalese who 
attacked polling stations. 


Beirut, LEBANON 
In the streets of East Beirut, fighting 
has broken out between Lebanon's 
Christian Army and hard-line 
Christian militiamen, killing at least 

f 60 and wounding many others. The 
battle began when the militiamen 

i attacked an army jeep. Helicopters 
evacuated almost 1/3 of the 37 
Americans at the US embassy in 
Beirut. 


Kabul, AFGHANISTAN 
The pullout of Soviet troups is 
final, but Afghanistan's troubles 
continue. The decade-long war 
E . has leveled the counrty, leaving 
Panama City, PANAMA Soweto, SOUTH AFRICA 1 million dead, 2 million 
General Noriega is retaliating against the US by de-  ~ Winnie. Mandela, formerly known among her people as the homeless, and 5 million claiming 
mading that the US-run Panama Canal Commission “mother of the nation,” was denounced by the anti-aparteid temporary asylum in neighbor- 
turn over the payroll taxes of some 7500 canal ‘ movement. Her tattered reputation resulted from a murder ing countries, Still more 
workers to the Noriega government. Noriega plans to investigation involving her and her body-guards (members | | destruction is threatened from 
seize the property of canal employees who fail to pay of the Mandela United Soccer Team). However, because the anticipated fighting between _ 
taxes. Panamanians cannot leave the country without she was more a symbol than a grass roots leader, the anti- } the Soviet-backed Najibullah 


proof of paid taxes. apartied movement has not been seriously damaged. regime and the US-backed 
mujahedin guerillas. 


Managua, NICARAGUA 
1 President Ortega announced an 
austerity program in an effort to 
stabilize the economy. He proposed 
to cut government spending by 70% 
| in the coming year and to lay off 
more than 30,000 state workers, He 
also wants to relax land reform and 
to offer compensation for owners of 
certain nationalized businesses. 
Ortega has also offered amnesty 
and repatriation to all Nicaraguan 
rebels. i 


Fall Winter Spring & Summer 
Provo's complete student community 


«Beautiful apartments «Sauna 
eExercise weightroom Aerobics 
eYear-round swimming e¢Beach 
eCampus shuttle bus ¢Cable T.V. 
eVolleyball 5 great wards 
«Game Room ¢Spa 
eRaquetball 


